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Kiss you, love you, hate you 


Disclaimer: Don't own.. 


Um, yeah, | started writing again. | missed it .. and Izzy. 


It was another drug filled day on the tour bus and Izzy was just trying to lay back and sleep. The usual in his 
case. He was doing a pretty good job of sleeping to, but someone just had to fucking ruin it. Yeah, always 
someone. Yesterday it was Slash, tuning his stupid Les Pual.. and yes, that disturbed Izzy. He had sensitive ears. 
Then, before that it was Duff trying to pluck his eyebrows because they were annoying and ended up pulling 
half of the hairs out and looking... interesting. Steven, well, he left syringes around so Izzy stepped on those 
fuckers, and that pissed him off. 


If this didn't stop, he was going to have to leave the band. A threat he loved using. 


And of course the asshole today was fucking Axl Rose. 


Could of seen that one huh. 


‘Izzy, l'm bored." 


Without even cracking an eye, partly because Izzy was a lazy bastard, no instead he gave a smooth reply. Well, 


smooth in his mind. 


"Smurf it." 


He knew Axl had his eyebrow raised, trying to figure out what a ‘smurf was. Haha, he was so cool, he 
thought. Yeah, Izzy came up with some pretty awesome shit sometimes when he was fucked out of his mind. 


"The hell is smurf? 


Izzy cracked one eye open lazily, yawning. Axl could be, well, always be so annoying. When Slash fucked him, he 
made the stupidest sounds. Ever. And when they were all done and shit, the rest of the guys would all laugh 
and snicker and make jokes which he denied and he knew what they were saying was true. His cheeks always 
turned an interesting shade of red. 


Slash never cared though, just grined and laughed it off. 


Because it was fucking true. 


"Smurf is my word. Don't steal it” Axl looked taken aback before smirking, putting his hands on his slender 


waist. 


"| never said | wanted to steal it. | just want to know what it is." 


Izzy wasn't going to fall for that this time around. Everytime he came up.. or stole a new one, Axl always 
asked what it was and then, when Izzy told him, he stold it. Like Axl, of course. Steal and take what he wanted 
like the time Izzy got a new guitar and showed him, but Axl said he wanted to play it and broke it. Izzy hadn't 
let Axl use it, he took it. 


"Well, l'm not going to tell you so go smurf off.. or smurf Slash eh?" 


Izzy could feel those gray eyes narrow, bore into him deeply, oh my, he might have hit a chord. Izzy loved to 
tease the singer about his relationship, loved to dig and dig until both were about to hit eachother. 


Hit, smack, kiss--all the same meaning really. 


"We do not.. smurf okay. Leave me alone about that." 


"I will when | stop hearing all those moans and fucking groans float into my bedroom door. And Axl, rats don't 
sound like a dying cat." 


He really pissed off Axl this time, he could see the veins in the vocalists forehead begin to buldge out. Izzy 
didn't care, he could almost chuckle if he wasn't so *tired*. He hadn't even done anything today. Axl always 
used to sleep a lot when they were kids, but for entirly different reasons. His dad beat him, and that wasn't 
all. Izzy always tried to protect him because back then, Axl wasn't the Axl he was now. He was fragile and 
scared with barely any self-esteem. And Izzy was drawn to that, like a moth to a flame. He fell in love and 


while falling in love, he had forgotten that God hated him. 


He could count how many ways he had been screwed over, but that would take too long and he didn't have any 


energy anymore to do it. 


And Izzy tried. 


"Hey, fuck you Izzy! We.. we're not that.. loud." 


Ah so he admitts it. About time actually, but Izzy didn't voice his thoughts. He was wondering if Axl even 


considered their friendship in the mixture. Telling him would prove that Axl could still be called his best friend. 
But, by telling him, Izzy now knew he had no chance with him. 


And by ‘him’, yeah he meant Axl. So long, so many years of lovng and hating the man in front of him. Hating 
because he could never attain. Why he was thinking about this at the moment, Izzy wasn't sure. Maybe 


because he was stoned. Yeah, he would go with that excuse. 


"Sure you aren't. Yeah, me an Duff can't even hear ya" 


Axl's eyes got wide, mouth dropping open. "Duff knows tooll?" 


Izzy nodded, yawning much like a cat would. "Yeah, see, you guys are loud Now smurf it." 


Axl growled, screaming before storming off to the other side of the bus, ironically beside Slash who began 
tuning his guitar. Again. And, how cute, he was resting his head on Axls shoulder. Izzy wanted to throw up. 
Badly. 


Ugh, this was beginning to be quite annoying. 


He would have to do something and fast because Izzy was a sneaky bastard and could cook up a plan in less 


than an hour. 


With the help of Duff, of course. 


They were the true terror twins. 


Natural desire 


Disclaimer: Not mine. 


Izzy had one problem in his little plan. Duff couldn't stay on task for more than five minutes. That was 
something he had yet to figure out how to solve. Duff, for the most part, was all for the whole idea of totally 
destroying Axl and Slash's perfect relationship.. as long as he didn't have to actually do something. Yes, great 
fucking help he was. 


Right now, Duff was on the sofa, watching old Beevus and Butthead shows, occasionally giggling at certain parts. 
Izzy contemplated poking him, but Duff was much, much taller than him, not to metion stronger and he could 


kill him. 
Smurf it! 


Izzy would actually have to talk He hated speaking, well, he hated a lot of things so that meant he was cool. 
Yeah.. Eyeing Duff up and down like a piece of meat, Izzy sighed. 


"Duff, are you with me, you better be. Well, I'll tell you, just know | don't want to repeat myself. | want to 
drownd Slash and take Axl. Got it" Ugh, so much talking! Or maybe, he was just too fucking lazy. Nahhhb... 


For a good while, Duff could only stare, amazement or thinking, Izzy could not tell. Yeah, Izzy was stoned again 


He had to stop... 
Someday, 
Duff's face brightened up, broad smile lighting up his hazel eyes. "Izzy, | didn't know you liked Axl!" 


WHAT?? How could the blond tell something like that from just smurfing looking at him? It didn't make sense, 
but then again, neither did Duff. Izzy's eyes bugged out before narrowing. He would have to repeat it. Man, he 


hated talking, no he wasn't smurfing shy. If he had a dollar for all the douche bags that called him shy, or the 


quiet one, he could build a town or some shit like that. 


Shy, pah, Izzy? 


Grrr, anyway.. He put his hands on Duff's face gentlly, as though it were glass. His eyes were glazed over, so 
Duff was high too eh? Good. Now maybe he could smurfing pay attention. Jeebs! And, Izzy came up with that 
word to by the way. But somebody stole it, probably Slash, he didn't trust that guitarist as far as he could 
throw him. And that wasn't very far.. Izzy couldn't even pick the dude up. 


Haha. that sounded funny in his head, and unconsciously he giggled. Duff cocked his head to the side like a dog, 
friendly smile still on his lips. Izzy wanted to blush for some reason, Duff had that effect on people, even him 
and he hated it. Like the time Duff wanted to join the band and everyone said no at first because they were 
assholes, but then Duff gave.. ‘the face’ and then all the guys smiled. Izzy could surfing kick puppies, but 
couldn't say no to Duff. That was pathetic. 


Manipulative bastard. 


Anyway, Izzy explained all the shit they were going to do and repeated it about five to ten times, he lost track 
of counting after the first three. Izzy smiled when he finished, like he just won the lottery or a car wash. 


Izzy's car wash, sounded pretty sharp if you asked him. With Axl by his side of course, yes.. his plan was in 


action! 


"Okay Duffy, ready.” 


Duff nodded. "Yeah man, but are we.. going to throw Slash off the bus while it's moving?" 


SMURFI! Not again, dear god. 


Izzy frowned, letting out a long, long sigh. "Yes!" 


Duff looked shocked. "B-but that would hurt him!" 


Izzy smiled evilly to himself, so very pround of his lovely plan. And soon, so, so soon, Axl was going to be his. 
Izzy loved plans. Duff was so cute, with his sweet innocence. It was, in a way, disgusting, but only to Izzy really. 


And that was only when he was in his evel mode too. No one, as he said could either hate Duff or refuse him. 


"The point Duff, it's the point." 


"Oh: 


Awww, shit. Izzy knew what would happen, he should have kept his mouth shut. Smuring smurf! 


"Then.. | don't want to do it." 


Smurfing son of a smurf, that sucked smurf balls. 


Time for Izzy to be smart. "Okay then Duff, okay." Duff smiled cutely, about to go back to his brain rotting 
program before Izzy begain speaking once more. Hands clasped and feet up on the table. He looked oddly satanic 


with shadows crawling and swirling on his face. 


Duff whimpered. "Go ahead Duff, let down your best friend that's been there for you time after smurfing 
time. I've even let you sleep in the same bed as me and | ask you to do one little favor, killing Slash and you 
can't do it! | hope you feel like suicide, because right now, | do. ls that what you want, for me to die? Do you 


want me to die Duff, DO YOU??!" 


Poor Duff was reduced to uncontrolable sobs when the guitarist finished, clutching his leg. "N-nooo, Izzy, d-d- 
d-on't d-die! I'll help, l-l swear." 


Izzy smirked to himself. He was so cool. He petted Duff's soft hair, leaning back further in his chair. 


Soon, Axl would be his and Slash no more! 


tbc-- dude, Izzy's starting to creep me out.. and | wrote him like that.. 


The blues 


Disclaimer- Don't own. 


God, Axl was *so* smurfing hot. Just looking at him gave Izzy an instant erection. The way those sharp hips 
shook and the way his round, perfect ass just.. moved on its own accord. Izzy had to run somewhere and 
relieve himself or he was gonna cum in his pants. He wanted so bad to take him, do very bad things to him. 


But, unforunately, there was the whole ‘Slash’ factor. If they would just break up or something, Slash wouldn't 
have to die and Izzy could tap that ass. He liked Slash too, such a waste. Oh well, his own fought. Izzy didn't 
fucking ‘make’ Slash fuck Axl. 


And then there was... 
Duff. 


God damn him. 


The freakishly tall blond had told Slash of Izzy's plans in less than four hours after their little talk and now, 
everyone was starring at him all weird. Except for Axl, he was keeping his distance, almost a scared expression 


in his eyes when lzzy approached. 
Fucking Duff. 


Yup, now Izzy's plan had fallen apart and all he was left to do was play shitty video games while eating shitty 
ice cream to make himself feel better and let Steven do his hair while he was in his little heroin high. God, he 


felt so bad for himself right now. 


He felt bad for Duff too, because after he stopped holding onto Slash for dear life while Slash was eating pizza 
and pouring Jack on it, Izzy was going to smurfing kill him. Painfully. His plan would have so worked. Despite 


others opinions. 


Axl, eyeing Izzy, stepped as close to him as possible without actually standing near him. He gave a really fake 
smile, hands folding behind his bare back. Oh jeebs, he wasn't wearing a shirt... 


Guess he warmed up pretty fast huh. "Hey, um, like,.. whatcha doin'?" 


Izzy smirked to himself, punching Steven away. You.. "Nothing." Steven mewled, before passing out. 


Axl twirled a finger in his long red hair, biting the inside of his cheek. Something, Izzy didn't know what was 
going to be said.. he hoped beyong hopes, it wasn't about him. But, remember, God hates him. 


‘Izzy, we uh, we need to talk” 


“Bout what, m' busy Axe." 


He knew Axl didn't buy it because, he was.. playing video games duh. But, Axl was Axl so he played along. In 
Izzy's mind, that meant a ‘maybe' fuck. Hehe, hey, he could dream and dreams come true! Axl squated down, 


unconsciously nuzzling Izzy's neck gently. Izzy could hear Slash's jealous growl from the table and smirked, long 


and hard. 


"So, um, whatcha playin'?" 


"Tetriz*, playing it just for you babe." Axl always liked compitition, especially about him. He giggled, soft smile 
resting on his rose bud lips. 


"That's so sweet! Are you winning?" 


How do you fucking ‘win' at Tretriz.. wait, nevermind. Fucking damn it. Izzy blushed, grinning and nodding. "Trying 
ta. | think | can beat em'" Axl was right by his ear now, tongue so close to it as he spoke. 


"Keep trying, call me when you win then" Izzy's blush spread ten fold, eyes almost glazed over and the tune of 
"Anything Goes" floated into his perverted little head. He watched Axl's ass swift and swing as he walked back 


over to Slash, practically drooling. 


Slash didn't look very pleased though, hugging the singer protectively close to him while shaking the bassist off 
his arm. Duff whined, sticking his lip out and his eyes got really big like a cat. 


Duff was so adorable. 


No one could stay mad at him for long. He's Duff! It's like being mad at a cat reaaaaaally long and then you 
just, your like, oh my it's sooo cute and play with it again. 


Slash glared at Izzy, almost snarling. Izzy grinned like a fox, turning back to his game. Slash didn't scare him.. 
okay, maybe a little, but he wanted Axl, really, really badly. 


New plan in motion then. He wasn't sure what this time or who to conduct it with, but he was sure not going 


to fuck up this time. 


Everything was riding on it this time, and most inportantly, his chance to fuck Axl. 


And, he could play lead guitar with Slash gone.. 


Izzy Stradlin, lead guitar. 


Fuck yeah... 


*--think that's how you spell Tretriz--ya know that game with lots o blocks and crap. 


Will lz suceed? hehehehee. 


Slow burn 


Disclaimer: Don't own and lzzy ain't this crazy dudes. 


Okay, after losing.. a lot at that.. damn game, or more precisely, torture device, eating a few comfort 
sandwitches and drinking a couple cans of beer, Izzy was ready to think. His new plan was almost formed, its 
main objective: get laid. Its other, kill Slash. Izzy was too lazy at the moment to laugh, but he was silently 
crackling. Duff, he was curled up at the guitarist side, snoring like some sort of.. cat. Again with the cat 
reference, but thats all Izzy could think of because Duff was one in so many smurfing ways, it was almost 


scary. 


Izzy had decided, this very moment, to stop saying smurf because his eye twitched every time he said it 
nowadays. That meant it was getting annoying, his brain said so. Another word lost, damn it! Ah well, he could 
always come up with some other shit to say, like.. aw fuck it. Wait, fuckl! He missed that word so... yes, 
replacement found. 


Izzy rolled his head to the side, somehow finding just enough energy to flick off an uncounscious Slash and lick 
his lips at a very much awake Axl. The singer blushed slightly at the implication, blowing a shy kiss back. He 
was crushed, not really, but in Izzy's mind he was, underneth Slash on the couch. Well, in Izzy's mind, Axl is a 
fucking saint so.. 


Its not very trusting to go by. 


But anyway, only a matter of time untill Izzy can kill Slash, take his lovely, pure Axl and be so happy. Duff was 
kicking against him, throwing him out of his thoughts of happiness. Izzy sighed, tempted to poke the blonds ass, 
but restaining himself. 


‘Izzy wears thongs.. yawn" 


Duff knows the weirdest things.. of course Izzy doesn't wear thongs.. no he doesn't.. then why was everyone 
suddenly awake and either staring or glaring at him? Izzy.. okay, just like, once! Once, twice, no more than three 


times and his mom yelled at him and he cried and OH GODI 


"Ahhhhhhhhhhhll! Noooo Mommy, not the thong!!!" 


"Um." 


Izzy blushed like a tomato, eyes wide. "| mean.. um." 


More awkward silence. 


Slash laid back on Axl's lap, keeping one eye steadily open to watch him. Axl giggled, real smile drawing out on 
his fine, kissable lips. Izzy was taken into a better place, without any cloudy days or.gay thunderstorms! 


Yup, gay thunderstorms. 


God, Axl's smile, his real one, was so pretty. Oops, serious thought, no. Stay clear of those, Izzy was a fucked 
up bastard after all. Or, people thought he was, all he wanted was his lead singer, that wasn't fucking fucked 


up! 


Or.. was it. Well, Slash wanted him tool! And probably Duff, he was a weird, cute one too. Steven, well, he 
*was* just a fucking freak. Ya know, Izzy was so close, he could just grab Axl's ass. All he would have to do 


would be to reach over all the beer and whisky and Duff.. and touch its roundness. 


"Ah! Izzy.. is that your hand that slapped my ass?" 


He actually did that? 


Oops. 


Izzy put on a fake, -l didn't do it- look, giggling. "| don't think it was me Axl. Maybe Duff?" Duff woke up 


instantly by the sound of his name, kinda like a dog--ha, no cat reference-- and yawned cutely. 


'| didn't, was Izzy." And by the sound of the name, ‘Izzy’ being called, Slash sprang up, locking his arms around 
the skinny singer, pulling him toward his muscled chest protectivly. Steven twitched a little. 


‘Izzy, you stay the fuck away from him!" 


He looked hurt, seeking the comfort of Axl's warm stare. The redhead smiled, biting his lips. Slash growled once 


more, hold becoming crushed. Axl coughed, squeezing out of his arms and falling on Izzy. or rather, his lips. 


"Ahlll Oh Ax--" 


Their lips met in a death lock, both sliding tongues into the accidental kiss. Arms wove aound eachother, Izzy's 
hand slipping into Axis pants while Axl kissed the guitarists neck, body moving against the others. 


Duff rolled over, and, because Izzy's life sucks, on fucking them. 


Damn you Duff, damn you. 


Axl blushed a lovely shade of crimson, scraming off of Izzy in less than five seconds and running into his and 
Slash's room. Slash, by the way, was completely shaking with anger, jealously, pissed-offness... 


That is now a word... 


Izzy and Slash stared... 


and stared... 


And stared untill Duff belched, scratching his stomach and fleeing to the kitchen. Slash, glaring and in a very 


creepy quite voice, began to speak. "He's mine." 


"Mine." 


Well, this could go on for fucking days. 


"Izzy, jus' cuz' he kissed you, doesn't mean he loves you." 


"Fuck you Slash." 


"Bitch." 


"Bitcher." 


"Snot a word dude." 


"It is if | say it is, fucker.” 


"You're the fucker, little bitch." 


That's it! Izzy got up, throwing his hands in the air. "I'm leaving the band!" He wasn't really, he was going to go 
out and take a piss, but Slash didn't know that. 


Heh heh, such a awesome plan 


Axl would be his, slowly, but surely. 


the 


hope it wasn't boring, i was trying to develope some plot in this. 


Sanity, got any? 


Disclaimer: Don't own. 


Does anyone really trust Duff to make a sandwitch? 


Axl had long since came out of hiding, now seated at the kitchen, watching Duff try to make a cheese 
sandwitch. Or.. was that cheese? „looked kinda moldy... Yeah, Axl was going to stay away from Duff in case of 
severe vomiting. And Axl knew, he would of course, be the one to get puked on. He looked around the room dis- 
interested, scrunching up his nose when he found no Izzy. Strange, Izzy usually played that block game at the 
TN. The singer glanced at Slash, now on the floor, drinking Jack. 


"Seen | zzy?" 


Slash looked dis-pleased, but answered, scowl on his masked face. "Naw." Axl pouted, lips puffing up yet it had 
almost no effect on Slash. He just say there kinda, staring. Axl sighed, getting up from watching Duff fuck up a 


sandwitch and sat in Slash's lap, arms slinking around his shoulders. 


He gave an angelic face against the guitarist's neck. "You're not mad are you, it was an accident." Slash rolled 


his eyes, adjusting to the weight straining his groin. Good weight though, very ..stiring for him. 


"l'm sure it was, yeah. Your tongue just found its way into the bitches mouth." Axl growled, pushing away 
from Slash. His pout disappeared and his eyes narrowed into slits. 


"Don't you ever fucking call Izzy a bitch like a chick in front of me again!" Slash chuckled, shaking some stray 


curls away from his face and stretching. 


Fine then. | always knew there was fucking somthin’ with you two. And | guess | was right" His eyes held no 
emotion really about the subject. He ruined the mood by belching, yawn following close behind. He didn't think 
the singer could really comitt to him, not with Izzy always in the fucking way. Little bastard, finally got his 


way and he didn't even have to kill Slash. "Fuckin irony.” 


Axl was silent, left eye twitching slightly. Minutes passed between them until Duff barged through, taking the 
remote from the table and slaming himself on the couch. His sandwitch looked really fucked up, but no one told 


him, better to wait and find out. But with Duff, he probably knew the sandwitch was fucking soggy. 


The singer chuckled despite himelf. "Yeah Slash, guess your right. Still love me?" 


Slash turned to him, hair for once not clouding his appearance and his smile was totally sincere. "Always man, 
always. Now get the fuck out a here and go fuck the crazy one.. or let him fuck you, | have no clue ‘bout you 


freaks anymore." 


Axl grinned slyly, reviling in the implication to his sanity, before running out of the door. It was raining, fucking 
great! Axl hated the rain because it held too many memories of his childhood, of those quite nights with his 
door locked and the soft patting of rain outside. His father coming up the stairs, a beating or raping in toe, 


sometimes both. 


As he looked ahead, he could see someone .pissing on a tree. Another serious mood broken thanks to Izzy 


Stradlin 


He stopped in from of the guitarist, smiling to himself. Only Izzy, he thought. "Hey man" Izzy cryed out, nearly 
falling, pee splattering messily on his shoes instead of a perfect line on the tree. Damn it. 


Axl giggled, hands placing themselves on his hips. "You.. um, okay?" Izzy squinted his eyes, whiping away the wet 
hair from his eyes. His bangs were getting long again, too long. 


"Yeah, just got scared the shit outa and you fucking ruined my piss. It was all straight, now it fucking went 


everywhere!" 


Axl smiled, Izzy's whining was so cute! "Yeah, well, need help then?" Izzy perked up, big grin spreading across 
his lips. His head bobbed up and down about a million times and he began jumping. He relized his fly was still 
open though and his cock was hanging out. He screamed loudly before closing it. Axl was sent into a fit of 
giggles, doubling over stupidly. 


Izzy glared, smirking and then finally, inching as close to the singer as possible. Axl straighted quickly, grabbing 
Izzy to him. They both made a mad dash for the house, clawing at each other and yanking open the door, 
practically falling inside. 


Meanwhile... 


"C'mon Duff, just open up. It tastes good." 


"Nu-uh!" 


"Pleeeaaassseelll" 


"B-but I've heard its salty, make Axl do it" 


"Snot salty, it's good. Believe me." 


"Well, |. | don't want to Slash." 


Slash wiggled closer to the blond, resting his head on Duff's shoulder. "Axl does it a lot and he doesn't complain 
about it. Neither should you." 


Duff glared at him. It was the most strained thing you'd ever see, it just looked wrong om his face and Slash 
recoiled from the shoulder as if in pain. "l'm not gonna do itl!" 


Slash pouted. "Fine." 


Yes, they were talking about what you all were thinking haha Slash wanted Duff to try his pasta, and Duff 
hated pasta. 


Axl loved pasta 


He should have never let him go. Now he had no one to try his food on. 


Damn it! 


he he P more coming, this isn't over'! 


Get back 


Dislcaimer: Don't own 


Axl showed Izzy a few ways on how to piss straight, with his mouth that is. And Izzy learned quite a bit. 


Well, it was quite different nowadays. Axl giving Izzy blow jobs under the table, Slash persistent in trying to 
feed Duff his cooking, or well, crap. It tasted like shit, therefore, it was. Steven, he passed out more, mostly 
because he didn't want to see Izzy and Axl go at it like dogs every five seconds. 


And the *did*, sometimes twice if they were in.. the mood. Or more, lots more. Axl was on the couch, god 
they all loved that couch, hand running through Izzy's hair. Izzy was curled up at his side, almost purring. Duff 
was leaning on Slash, eyes quickly closing. Slash, he wasn't leaning on anyone because everyone was either in 
front of him or fucking laying on him. He rolled his eyes. lazily grabbing the can of beer on the in table, popping 


it open. 


The sound alerted six sets of sleepy eyes, all of them glaring at him. God, they were all so fucking sensitive! 
Axl gave him a pointed look before returning to the chick flic he was watching. Slash saw the tiny tears in his 
eyes as the main guy character was telling his girlfriend goodbye as he slowly met his death by the evil guy. 
Slash wanted to laugh, but Izzy beat him to it, crackling very loudly. 


It was very unsettling. 


Everyone began staring at Izzy, ell except Duff who yawned. A scream from the T.V cought their attention 
once again so Izzy was forgotten. Axl was soon sobbing into the pillow, shoulders wracking violently as he 
wailed. Izzy tried to pat his back, but it didnt help much so Duff pulled him into his arms and let him cry on 
his shoulder. One look into those hazel eyes made Axl stop. He sniffed a little, finally resting in Duff's arms. 


The blond looked really smug. 


Fucker, Slash thought. Duff glared at him, before slowly, very slowly turning back to the redhead. Izzy was 


glaring, lips really bloody from the way his sharp teeth chopped into them. His nails were being cut off one by 
one and when they were gone, he began to work on Slash's nails. Slash looked disgusted, but said nothing. 


"Duff man, got a thing for Axl or something. You're holding him pretty close." Izzy's voice almost made Slash 
sad. It was really pathetic. 


Duff just smiled, laying his head on the redheads’. 


"Maybe." 


Izzy's glare made Slash yelp, inching away from the couch a little. He was really scary like this, | mean.. his 


eyes almost glowed from the heat. 


"How'd that happen?! What about Slash?" Hey.. what *about* Slash? Izzy was beginning to piss him off. 


Duff sighed, tossing som of the hair in his face to the side. No one knew how hard it was, too be so cute and 
pretty. It was such a job, certainly one that he should get paid for. 


| never dated Slash dude, we're just friends. I've like, always founs Axe attractive." 


Axe.. only Izzy could call him that, he said so! But here Axl was, snuggled in Duff's arms, sniffing right in front 


of Izzy. Such a slut man. 


"Whatever, just put him in my arms, l'm his boyfriend!" Duff shook his head, secretly smirking when Izzy's 
forehead tightened. He was so fun to piss off. Just for kicks, he hugged the singer closer to his body, 
snickering when Axl didn't protest. 


"YESIII" 


"Duff clicked his tongue. "Like, not so loud. Steven's passed out and | don't really want him to wake up ya know." 
He had a point. Izzy lowed his voice. He was so whipped and he didn't even know it, or maybe he did. Kinky 
fucker. 


"Fine, just.. give him back." 


"No." And without another word, Duff carried Axl to the bedroom, shuting the door quite loudly. And he said to 
quiet down, HA! 


Izzy was pissed, very pissed. 


That wasn't good, not good at all 


tbc --sorry for the shortness, promise a longer chapter next time. 


Stupid ‘| love you'.. no one liked those words... yeah 


Disclaimer: Not mine. 


Slash was getting tired, tired and quite horny. Well, very horny. And Izzy, he was right by Duff's door, trying 
to hear all those little sex sounds. Or, were they sex sounds? Slash, actually he did, want to know. He seated 
himself by Izzy, hand cupping his ear to try and listen Izzy bit his toes, shoulders shaking in silent tears. Slash 
laughted a little, Izzy was so funny.. and hot. 


Yeah he was.. Slash wouldn't mind.. 


Oops, somehow his lips found Izzy's and his tongue snaked its way into the others mouth. Izzy moaned despite 
his obvious pain Axl's miffled groan cut through the air, alerting both men quickly. Slash's, for some reason, 


ears perked up. 


He glanced at Izzy, tongue still lodged in his mouth. "Yeah." Another groan, and then Izzy was clawing at the 
door, even though he bit all his nails off. Slash just sat there, waiting because he was a really lazy 
motherfucker. He took a sip from his Jack and a puff off his cig, but didn't really do much. 


The door eventually opened, Izzy strubbling in. Duff glared down at him, sweat rolling off his forehead. "Like, 
shut the hell up, some people are calming down" He twirled a lock of hair around his thin finger, tongue puffing 


out his cheek. 


Slash laughted to himself, taking a really long swig of his whiskey. Izzy snarled, making at dive for the tall ass 
blonds leg and knocking him to the floor. Axl wormed his way out of the room, sitting in Slash's open lap, 
giggling when he felt a.. um ‘lump’. Slash encircled his arms around his FRIENDS waist, nuzzling his neck. Only 
Slash could do that without spilling his drink or burning Axl with his cigarette. Yeah, he was the fuckin’ cool 


one. 


"So, what did you two do actually?" 


Axl grinned, ear to ear. He pressed his finger to Slash's lips, leaning into his shoulder. 


"Duffy gave me a massage." 


Slash smiled, shaking his head. "Fuckin crazy. Hear that Axe, you guys are fuckin’ crazy." 


Axl patted his eyes lashes, pouting. "Isn't that why you married me, Slashy?" Slash couldn't help it, he was too 
cute like that, not Duff statis, but close enough for Axl. He planted a slow kiss on the singers lips, pulling away 
a second later. He loved his Axl, no matter what. 


A loud crash and a scream followed scared the two, Axl clutching Slash with a death lock. They looked around, 
finding Izzy and Duff on the floor, entangled in the carpet. They somehow managed to claw it up and the 
shatter shound was a picture that used to hung up on the tour bus wall of Axl and.. Slash making out. 


Yeoh... 


Slash rolled his eyes for the millionth time today, pushing Axl off his lap and kicking the two fuckers apart 
with his boot, not making an effort to be gentle in the least. 


"Dumbasses." 


They both grinned in unison, well, Duf kinda smiled because he was adorable. Slash wanted to kill them, slowly. 


Axl got up, rubbing his ass. Izzy drooled a little. "I was fucking comfortable, you guys are fucking annoying!” He 
whined a lot and acted really gay untill Slash shoved his tongue down his throat. Axl moaned, hands going up 
and feeling Slash's chest. 


Remember, Slash was fucking horny. 


Well, maybe Axl was too. 


Fucking weird. 


Izzy growled, before just plopping down.. somewhere. He was tired, incredibly tired and he didn't want to battle 
anymore. Duff just curled up and went to sleep, snoring softly. Slash manuvered Axl into the newly vacant 


room, ripping his clothes off. 


No, he could not wait any longer and no one was bothering him at the moment. Plus, Axl was quite willing. 


Haha, so it wasn't rape, not that.. he's every.. nevermind. 


He nipped the singers ear, licking a trail down to his neck. Axl moaned, arching up to meet Slash's dry humping. 


Yeah, fucking felt good. 


The guitarist loved making Axl squirm and squirm he did. Slash though about. um toys.. but then decided 
against them, Axl was too fucking old school. And hey... did this little fuck session mean they were back 
together now? Ah well, Slash was too horny to think 


Just need a piece of ass, then he'll be okay. 


Or not, who cares. 


He didn't. 


And then he heard it, the words that fucking stopped his cock from moving, or even twitching. Wow. 


"Love you Slashy." 


Aw, fuck no. 


Seriously dude, TONGIHT!! 


toc--one more chapter.. sorry again if it was boring, | tried. You people should no | can't promise longer 
chapters ahaha, l'm such a liar. T.T 


Fall apart, back together 


Dislclaimer: Don't own! 


"Axl, please tell me you're just kidding" 


He looked down, teeth ground together when the redhead smiled at him. 


No0000000000000000000000000000000000000000000!! God, it couldn't be true.. that would suck ass. 


"As a friend man, how did you think | meant it?" Axl's smirk was quite unmistakable and quite annoying, Little 


smug bitch. 


"Don't give me that look, stupid brat" Slash huffed, squinting his eyes as the singer linked his boney arms 
around his neck, flashing off all those perly whites. 


The redhead looked thoughtful for a moment, before laughing meanly. "You thought | actually *loved* you! 
Ahahahahahahaha, loser." 


Slash snarled, pushing the annoying man away from him and getting off.. what ever piece of shit they were on.. 


it could have been a water bed.. or not. Oh well. 


Slash stomped away, veins popping up on his forehead He wanted sex, he was tired and horny, why couldn't 
people understand that!!! 


And there he was, just about to get out of the shower. Duff, in all his nakedness worth drooling over. That 
man was fucking hot, totally worth his time. Slash, in less than five seconds had Duff pinned to the wall, towel 
thrown off. 


Duff grinned down at him, letting him do whatever to his very willing body. 


Hey, he was horny too. 


Meanwhile... 


Izzy was watching Axl swing his hips here and there, leather practically begging to be tore off. Drool begain to 
form on his lips, hand snaking its way down his pants to relieve his new hard-on thanks to the sexy half 
dressed singer. 


The hand stopped, and was replaced with Axl's hot, wet tongue. It lapped at his stomach, making a trail all the 
way down to his pant buckle. 


Izzy moaned, low and lusty as he got what he dreamed about. Axl Rose fucking sucking him off, damn it felt 
good. 


That is, until the tongue left his now heated skin. That kinda sucked. No body was on his cock so of course, 
that meant he had to open his eyes and wait for .. or he could.. just like wait. Maybe Axl had some SẸN thing 
planned, yeah, that was it. 


Except Axl was all the way out of the door, screaming at Slash and Duff who were fucking in the hallway. God 


damn it... lazy knew he's hear it, he wasn't a very good distraction huh. 


"Okay, lets settle this. | get everyone except Steven 


"Um... no." 


"How about yes Slash." 


"Okay, what if | said you could have me and Izzy?" 


"| already have you and Izzy stupid.. | want Duffy too!" 


"Seriously, you guys!" 


"Go to hell Slash, there's just no reasoning with you is there?" 


"| don't know, lot of fancy words in the sentence Axl." 


"Don't mock me!" 


"You GUYS, RUNI!" 


Both Axl and Slash huffed, looking at Duff who was in silent horror. 


Izzy had a water hose, aiming it at their newly styled hair, well, except Slash because Slash didn't ‘do! his hair. 
It was kind of impossible. Axl and Duff both screamed like little girls, clutching each other for dear life. 


"DON'T DO IT IZZY, WE CAN WORK IT OUT!" 


Izzy sighed, lowering it just a tad. In that five seconds, a lot of shit happens, and because it's cool, matrix style. 
Slash tried to tackle Izzy, resulting in him smashing his face into the floor and Izzy jumping over him. Duff 
pushed away from Axl, making a run and successfully geting away. All that was left was poor Axl. Haha. 


The guitarist smirked, keeping his gaurd this time around. "Drop your pants Axe, now." 


Oh yeah, like that was hard for him to do. Axl smiled, dropping them in record time. Izzy let go of the hose, 


stepping over an unconscious Slash and pulling his singer close. 


"Can we *please* fuck now?" 


Axl grinned, laughing a little. "That's why you almost sprayed me with a fucking water hose, you dick. Of 


course!" 


Yeah, he was easy, duh. 


To cut it short, they had sex. 


Yeah.. rough sex too. 


And Izzy wasn't so crazy anymore and Slash wasn't so horny because he got to fuck Duff when he woke up 


and it was damn good. 


